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	1. Chapter 1

**Hello readers! This story follows on directly from In the Blink of an Eye. It will be heavy on the angst with the odd bit of fluff thrown in to balance it out. My muse has taken a battering of late but here we are. I really hope you like it :) As always, all thoughts and reviews are welcome.**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter One- Prologue<strong>

The darkness was so consuming. It was all around her, above, below, left and right. Nothing but pitch black darkness.

"Rather lonely isn't it?"

She turned to see her husband standing beside her. Time seemed to turn faster and faster with each passing year and yet she could still see the young man in him. His hair was grey, his eyes lined with wrinkles that told the world that beneath the apparent wealth was a man who had been through far too much. Many of those things were due to his own mistakes and pitfalls, but many were due to the hand of fate which had cut through them like a knife leaving nothing but faint memories of their youngest. A swirl of blonde hair, bell like laughter and blue eyes were all that was left of her now.

"I'd forgotten how dark it is at night, in the middle of the ocean."

"Nothing but the stars to light the way."

She looked at her husband in amusement and leaned into his side. "You always had a knack for a one liner Henry."

He placed a kiss in her hair as she rested her head against his arm, and he wrapped it around her, pulling her in closer.

"Not long now."

She nodded and reaching out her hand, let her fingers brush against the wood that lined the railing of the balcony.

"You are going to do what I asked?"

He peered down at her and saw her looking at him with nothing but doubt. "Yes. I promise."

"I've heard you say that so many times Henry, only now I am too old to put up with your old ways. If you ruin this for us, I will never forgive you. No alcohol and no temper. I doubt she's been exposed to that ever and you'll scare her."

He gripped Margaret tighter, doing his best to swallow the outburst he felt rising. He had made a million mistakes with his wife and children, far too many to count but he had not done any of the things that had scarred his family in a long time.

"I've already given you my word Margaret. Now let it go."

She could hear the annoyance in his voice and she felt her stubborn streak grow within her. It was what had led them to have so many fights. It was like two bulls with their horns locked, there was usually no resolution. In her age, she had learnt to pick her battles with him, and when Janey was taken from them it made her even more aware of how foolish it all had been and how much time they had wasted.

"I wonder what she'll be like."

"Which one?"

She bumped him with her hip and smiled up at him. "Our grandchild."

Henry felt his heart soften as Margaret said that. She had always been slightly sentimental and sensitive in fact it was one of the things that had likely led to her falling for him. Having the girls had come so easily to her, as if she was born to be a mother. It had been a struggle for him, and he had to work at being a parent yet he had failed miserably from most accounts. He still blamed himself for Janey, and no amount of time would ever heal that wound which was constantly open and oozing, bloody and raw. He could forget the pain for a day, perhaps even two but she was never far from his mind.

"I wonder what Phryne will be like as well. Although it's been a longer time for you, and you haven't met Jack yet."

"I wonder if she'll be like Janey."

He breathed in sharply, feeling his body grow rigid and stiff. He still didn't like people mentioning her, and although he never wanted to forget her, he wished his wife would stop talking about her. She didn't do it often but ever since they had decided to take this trip it was as if every second word that came out of her mouth referred to their youngest.

"From the photographs it appears she looks like Phryne."

"Yes."

It was still so strange; her daughter with a baby. She remembered Phryne balking at the idea of having a child, and no amount of male suitors offering their hand in marriage could convince her to change her mind. She wondered just who this Jack was, a man who seemed to fit with her daughter in such a way that surprised her as her mother. There had been letters of course, telephone conversations and photographs but they still did not present a full picture of a man she could see was very handsome, and from Phryne's letters, appeared to be a man who treated her daughter impeccably well.

As for Lily, she was another matter altogether. She had talked to her a few times on the telephone, but a conversation with a child so young with oceans between them was full of distractions and miscommunication. Just going by the rather unique photographs Phryne and Jack had sent them, she could tell her granddaughter was just as spirited as Phryne had been. She wondered what Phryne would be like as a mother, and from the letters they had received it was hard to even tell. They were laced with so much humour and even sarcasm that she wasn't sure whether Phryne was joking or serious or whether she even enjoyed having Lily.

"I'm assuming they have a nanny."

He cleared his throat and unwrapping his arm from her waist, placed his elbows on the railing, leaning over and peering down into that dark, angry sea.

"Well they have the money. I do hope she's not raised in another wing of the house, although that is normal for our class now I suppose."

Margaret broke into soft laughter and mirroring her husband's stance leaned against the railing as well. The sea below them was tossing and turning, waves thrashing against the ship.

"What class Henry? We may have all that money now but that has done nothing to hide the fact that we're a couple of ruffians who got lucky. Even your clothes tell the world that."

He looked at her in surprise, his lip forming into a small smirk. "Just what is wrong with my clothes?"

"They're all slightly mis-matched. Just that little bit too big, you can't hide your roguish charm from me Henry dear and I rather like it."

He cupped her cheek with his hand and stared into her eyes. Out of their daughters, Phryne took after her the most, except for her spirit which came from him. Margaret's face was heavily lined now; age and their mostly uneasy life taking a toll but she was still bewitchingly beautiful. She still possessed that undeniable spark that caught his eye in the beginning. It was a spark that had told him she was bolder than the other women at that dance at the Grand Hotel, slightly daring, wicked and bohemian.

"Margaret."

She leaned into him and he kissed her, soft and deep just that little bit slow and languid that suggested he was not as young as he once was but still as passionate. They had always had that passion and no amount of idiotic choices or mistakes could diminish it. It was likely to her own detriment but she was so far into his soul now that she no longer cared or perhaps she had just got used to him, she couldn't really be sure anymore. After Janey, she had not really wanted to let him go, he was really the last part of her youngest child she had.

He pulled away from her and smiled softly. "I'm going to have a bath."

"Wait." She pulled on his arm gently, and cleared her throat. "Have you thought anymore about what I said?"

He closed his eyes briefly and as if by magic he could see Janey's face, his mind's eye conjuring that grin that he still somehow remembered after all these years. He could hardly remember anything else, and he wasn't sure whether it was due to the passing of time, or the fact that he had been drunk for most of Janey's childhood.

"No I have not because I don't want too."

She stepped closer to him and ran her hand down his chest. "But I do. I want to know everything. He took her from me, and I want to understand why and how. I want to visit the place where they found her and I want Phryne to tell me everything. It's only been in letters and they are not enough Henry."

He felt the emotion clutch at his throat and it wasn't anger but deep sadness and regret.

"You will never get your answers. You just need to let it go."

She knew her husband had been just as wounded by Janey's death as she had been but he had always had a problem with emotion. He seemed to have all these fantasies about life and when they hadn't materialised he had drowned in his sorrows in a bottle. It was only when he saw the bottom of the glass, that clear crystal telling him the elixir was finished that he felt the familiar sadness again. No amount of alcohol was ever enough to rid himself of it and yet he never seemed to realise that. He would go out again the next night and drink his sorrows away once more. It was only after they moved to England that things started to change but he still drank those tonics which seemed to knock him out faster than beer. His way of coping was to ignore the past, but she wanted to know, she had to know. Even her sister Prudence had more of an insight into Janey's final moments than she did simply because she was living in Melbourne with Phryne.

"I'm not sure I can. I miss my baby and I want to take back a small piece of her death, for her."

He had no idea what to say to that. He had felt like that at a time too but he also knew you could spend a lifetime searching for the answers you wanted and never find them. It was really Phryne who had shown him that, she was a woman of action and she had been stuck with two parents who had been passive, foolish and rather weak. They dreamed and hoped for the answers they sought but Phryne was the one who charged forward and actively found them. She had refused to wallow and instead got on that ship, arrived in Melbourne and had found Janey.

He wanted to tell her that they were so old now, force her to stand in front of a mirror and see the lines on both their faces. He wanted to make her see that Janey was nothing but bones and dust and that that man had already stolen their child, their past and future with her, and he did not want Foyle to dominate their future together. He went to speak to her, to make her see reason but he bit his tongue as soon as he locked eyes with her. He could see nothing but sadness in those eyes but also a tremendous amount of hope over finding her answers.

"I might take that bath now Margaret."

She nodded at him slowly and smiled, watching him walk back into their cabin. She turned back and stared out at the great expanse of blackness, those tiny stars being the only source of light. She closed her eyes briefly, just as she did every night since her youngest had been taken from her and spoke the silent words that only she knew. They were words of love, and an aching desperate sadness that she knew would always be there until she left the earth and she held Janey again. It was a fanciful notion perhaps, a concept of imagination, naivety and implausibility but it was the one thing that had kept her going all these years.

Janey was up there somewhere, waiting for her.


	2. Chapter 2

**Chapter Two**

Phryne stared into the mirror, and brought the lipstick brush to her lips, it rose up and then fell as it traced her cupid's bow, lining the soft pink flesh in bright, brilliant red. She rubbed her lips together, and leaning forward stared at her face. She waited for the image to shift but it didn't. She still looked the same, but everything suddenly felt different.

She stood up from her vanity and stared out the window. Dark, grey clouds marked the sky as if they knew how much she was dreading their visit. It was in the middle of April, Lily's birthday only one week ago and she was somewhat annoyed that her parents were even coming at all. She could sense that it would not go well, or perhaps she was placing too much negative thought on it. Her father had moved on, he was different from how she had been as a child, wasn't he?

Jack was still on leave, taking an extra three weeks simply because she didn't want Lily to be left alone with her father should they be called to a case. She could already tell he was missing work, as was she and both of them inspected the paper each morning with great interest, those reports being the only taste of crime solving they would get until these three weeks were up.

She rolled her eyes as she heard Jack yell at Lily down the hallway and then the sounds of her screaming. If it was at all possible she had become even more attached to them over the past week or so as she began to realise that her parents seemed to be on an extended holiday. They were both just at the end of their rope, not used to being around a four year old seven days a week. She just waited, knowing she would hear Jack's angry footsteps as he stormed down the hallway to their bedroom.

"Right. That's it. Let's send her back."

Phryne turned away from the window and looked at Jack in amusement. "Reached your limit Inspector?"

"She's currently rolling around on her carpet half naked, refusing to have her hair brushed or get dressed. I've had it."

Right at that moment the child in question appeared beside him in the doorway, she looked a right mess. Her hair was filled with knots and static, and she was dressed only in a pair of bloomers.

"Are you being naughty?"

Lily sighed heavily and looking up at Jack with nothing but a determined pout on her face, stormed past him into their bedroom, stomping her feet as she did so.

"I's not being naughty."

Jack rolled his eyes. "You are being a brat. If you continue to act like this then you can forget about going to the party this afternoon, you can spend the afternoon alone, in your bedroom."

She gasped in shock. "But I's want to see James. And I's spent all day making his wrapping paper wif' drawings, and-"

She sucked in a huge breath of air as if what she was about to say was the single most important thing she had ever said in her life.

"-I's giving him two rocks and a marble from my treasure box."

"Too bad. Now are you going to act like my Lily or are you going to act like a brat?"

She sighed heavily and walking back over to him reached for his hand and held it in hers.

"I's sorry Daddy. I'm your Lily again."

"Right. Go to your room and wait there for me. Now."

She nodded in understanding and letting go of his hand, turned back to Phryne and flashed her the most enormous grin. Her entire face scrunched up, she clearly hadn't mastered that facial expression yet.

"I's be on my way."

Jack locked eyes with Phryne and they both did their best not laugh. Phryne stared back at the window, hoping that the rain would hold off until after James's party this afternoon. She knew Dot was taking it all very seriously and they had planned the entire thing to happen outside in the backyard. She suspected a last minute change to those plans would not be welcomed in the Collins' household.

"What time is the party?"

"Two, finishes at four and then we're staying for dinner after."

Phryne nodded in understanding and walking over to the bed sat down on it slowly. "Only two days to go now."

Phryne's parents certainly had terrible timing. The miscarriage had only happened just under two weeks ago and although she had done what she always did; push forward, let things go, he could see she was still not settled within herself. Her usual spark, her fire was still there but it was a glowing ember that was waiting to churn and alight once more. He could see that her parent's arrival was doing nothing to spur that on faster.

"Try not to think about it so much. Let's just think about today."

She looked up at him and raised her eyebrows. "A birthday party for our godson. Nothing but twenty screaming children plus the giggling mess down the hallway who will likely fall head first into trouble."

"Exactly. Fun."

She chuckled as she heard him say that with a tone that did nothing to hide his mutual dread over the event.

"What did the station want earlier?"

He cleared his throat, placed both hands in his pockets in an attempt to look casual and shook his head. "Nothing."

"Liar."

"They just wanted my opinion on something. That is all."

She stood up from the bed and hooking her hands under his braces pulled him into her.

"If you're bored and wanting to go back to work, I don't want to stop you."

He was bored. Incredibly bored. And so was she, he could tell. He wondered if her continued unease with herself since the miscarriage was because she hadn't had a case to make her re-connect to the truest part of herself once again.

"It's only three more weeks of leave, I'm fine."

She leaned in and brushed her lips against his. "Lies again."

He smirked at her and stepped back, letting her hands slide down his chest as he did so.

"I'll go dress Lily."

She went to speak, to challenge him again to be honest but she could see it in his eyes. He missed work and so did she, and it had only been three weeks really since they had had a case. Three weeks. Not a long time at all, but for them it seemed like three months.

* * *

><p>Phryne grimaced as an ear piercing shriek burst through her eardrums. She leapt back as a child with hands covered in icing ran past her.<p>

"Surviving Miss Fisher?"

She turned to see her husband with a very amused look on his face. "No I am bloody not. Where's the alcohol?"

He laughed quietly and pointed to the table which Hugh had set up outside in the backyard. It was lined with twenty seats, and twenty children, all screaming, laughing and shouting. The table was covered in plates upon plates of cakes, biscuits, tiny sausage rolls, meat pies, sandwiches, and lollies, most of it made by Dot who had painstakingly be preparing for this day for a week and had likely been up cooking for twenty four hours. She looked exhausted.

"I think this is their version of alcohol."

She sighed heavily and waved back at Lily, who was sitting at the table beside William. Her face was a usual mess of chocolate and food, and she was shouting out hello to her. She had begun to do that now, waving and grinning at her in adoration as if she hadn't seen her in years.

She certainly looked adorable today. She was dressed in a white cotton dress which flared out at her hips or her "aeroplane dress" as Lily called it. There was a bright red satin sash around her waist, which tied in a bow at her back, caplet sleeves and embroidered onto each corner of the collar was a small red aeroplane. Her hair was in a ponytail at the crown of her head, a big red bow tied around that too.

"Did you pick that dress for her or did she?"

Jack smiled and shook his head. "She did. She's so beautiful."

"Yes. I'll agree with you on that one, but not about the alcohol. For the love of God, be a good husband and fetch me a whiskey. My version of a lolly."

He look at her in amusement and then broke into laughter. "You're a nightmare."

She poked her tongue out as he walked off into Dot's house, and then she turned back as she felt a sticky pair of hands grab hers.

"Eugh Lily. You're all sticky."

She jumped up and down on the spot, squealing. "I's so excited!"

Phryne grimaced as her squeals pierced her eardrum. "I can see that. And please go slow on the sweets today."

"I's had so many lollies I feels' like I could burst."

Phryne laughed quietly and bending over kissed Lily on the nose. "Wonderful. But can you please not overdo it. You don't want to be sick do you?"

She shook her head strongly and then turned to face a boy who was standing beside her. He was one of James's friends and towered over Lily in size. Lily was the only four year old in sight and was not the most popular guest at the party.

"You're a baby."

She stomped her foot and glared at him. "No's I's not!"

"And you're a girl. You're not welcome here."

He reached forward to pull on Lily's hair and Phryne pulled her back gently.

"Ah. Do not even think about it young man."

He looked up at her nervously and then ran back to the table, sitting back down and gorging himself on two meat pies which he seemed to somehow master the art of eating at the same time.

"I's fink' I'll stay with you Mumma."

Phryne shook her head. "You will not. Go back to where you were and enjoy the party."

"Theys' aren't like James. Theys' are meanies."

Phryne rolled her eyes and pushed her forward. "No Fisher takes that lying down. Go and have fun and if anyone says anything to you again, stick up for yourself."

"William already threw a meat pie at a boy's head."

Phryne snorted in laughter. "He what?"

Lily looked up at her sheepishly. "I's wasn't supposed to tell."

"Why did he do that?"

"A boy pushed me off my chair."

Phryne nodded in understanding and then grabbing her hand walked her back to the table, and encouraged her to sit down.

She placed a giant kiss on William's forehead who was beaming up at her and then she smiled at Lily.

"Now I'm going inside and having my own version of a lolly. Alright? You'll be fine here."

She nodded in understanding and reached for a red frog, biting off its head. "Yes Mumma."

* * *

><p>She leant back against the lounge feeling the familiar warmness rush over her. "Dot. Are you sure you don't need any help?"<p>

Dot had been running back and forth all afternoon, looking incredibly flustered and exhausted. She always went above and beyond for things like this, treating it as something that would be the be all and end all, and she rarely accepted help when it came to her children. It was the one thing Phryne could not make her see differently. She had managed to help Dot see that wanting things for herself was not bad, it did not make her selfish. She had helped her see through bringing her to Wardlow, showing her the ropes as her assistant and making sure she let Hugh know what she wanted from their marriage that her life was just as valuable as a man's, that she could strive for equality in her own life, even if the World still did not see it that way. Dot had stopped assisting her with cases once James had been born, wanting to raise her children full time and she had respected that choice, but she secretly hoped that once William started school Dot would help her once again.

With her children, Dot had to be the greatest mother of all time. She seemed to be striving for a world record or something. Phryne had no idea how she did it.

"I'm fine Phryne. Almost done and then I'll sit with you."

"And have a drink. You look like you need it dear Dot. The children are having a ball, they are happy sitting outside with all that food and playing games."

Phryne bit her tongue as she saw Dot glare at her, her usual sweet, fresh face flashing with anger.

"I know that. But he's only seven once. I want it to be special. Don't you remember your birthday parties?"

Phryne cleared her throat and took a sip of her whiskey. "Well no Dot. I didn't have any, nor did I have a birthday cake."

Dot stopped what she was doing and stared up at her guiltily. "Oh I'm so sorry Phryne, I just-"

"No need to apologise Dot. That's the truth but I still remember them being fun. Kids make up their own fun, you need to relax."

Dot stood up straighter and lifted her chin defiantly. "I am relaxed."

Phryne sighed heavily and then sank back against the lounge, deciding to just let Dot go mental with it all.

She looked up as she heard that familiar run on Dot and Hugh's wooden floorboards. Their house was a small white cottage set on a large block of land. The singular storey home was almost built around the long narrow hallway, each room veering from it. It was small and quaint yet seemed to always have enough space within it. Four bedrooms, the fourth now a spare room after it was clear that Dot and Hugh could not have any more children, news that Phryne knew must have devastated Dot but she rallied, like she always did.

The front yard was almost something from a children's story book. A long pathway leading up to the front door, rose bushes lining each side of it and an always freshly mowed lawn that Hugh took great pride in. The house would look at home in the middle of the country, and it always seemed to be soaked in the smells of fresh baking; scones, cakes and the scent of vanilla seemed to permeate the space.

She watched in amusement as Lily bolted up to her and heaved herself up onto the couch, sitting beside her.

"I's just did a wee!"

Phryne opened her mouth in mock surprise. "How fascinating. But please don't say that out loud."

She looked up as she heard Dot laughing as she arranged the candles on the cake. "Ah. Our girl. Always entertaining."

"For you perhaps. For me, she's a nightmare."

Lily looked at her in hurt and Phryne pulled her into her, kissing her on the forehead. "I'm joking, you adorable grot. What's with your face?"

Lily licked as far as she could around her mouth, tasting chocolate, cake and everything else she had eaten as she did.

Dot walked over to them and leaning over held Lily's chin as she wiped her face for her. Phryne just took a moment to really see this. Lily on the couch beside her, Dot hovering over the both of them being maternal towards her child.

"You are a wonder Dot."

Dot smiled and shrugged her shoulders. "She's no trouble."

"Yes but not everyone cares about people like you do."

Dot eyed her suspiciously and pointed to the whiskey. "How many have you had?"

"Just the one. I mean it, I know you worry and go above and beyond for the boys but you deserve a break too. Sit down and relax. Hugh can do the rest."

Dot shook her head and stood up, smiling. "I want to do it."

She nodded in understanding and watched as Dot walked back over to the dining room table. She could see Dot was angry with her for interfering, and she decided not to push.

"Now what are you doing in here Missy?"

She didn't say anything just shifted onto her lap, staring up at her. "When is the gang coming?"

Lily had begun to call the family, which included the whole mismatched bunch; Mac, Josie, Mr B, Bert and Cec, Jane and Tom, Hugh, Dot and the boys-the "gang". They had no idea where she had picked it up from and had just decided to add it to the list of all the other random things she said. Although they suspected the term came straight from that cat book she was so obsessed with.

Phryne laughed quietly and readjusted the collar of Lily's dress. "Tonight for dinner."

She nodded in understanding and then flopped forward so she was resting against her. Phryne gasped in pain as Lily's head hit her sternum.

"Ouch Lily."

"Cake's ready!"

Phryne went to get off the lounge but Lily was still attached to her. "I am not carrying you."

Lily said nothing just gripped on tighter and Phryne sighed heavily before heaving her up with her.

"What am I going to do with you my girl? Seems you are even more attached to us now. You are a worry."

Lily reached up and wrapped her arms around Phryne's neck, resting her head on her shoulder.

She felt Lily's legs cross over at her back and looking down at her, saw she was falling asleep.

* * *

><p>"But there must be a fault in his alibi somewhere. He sounds like the man."<p>

She gripped Lily around the back as she let go with one arm, and shifted her sunglasses from atop her head to her face. The sun was blazing down now, likely sending the twenty screaming children into a sugar filled daze.

"New case Hugh?"

Jack looked to his right quickly and saw Phryne standing beside him, holding Lily in her arms.

"She's asleep."

Phryne nodded and winked. "Very observant Jack. You should be a detective."

He narrowed his eyes at her and reaching out brushed his knuckles across Lily's cheek.

"Four years old, and a birthday party, sugar and this heat and it's done her in."

"Nice attempt at distraction. But what's the case?"

Hugh cleared his throat, failing to notice Jack's signal to keep quiet.

"Two men have been found dead, different ages, and no connection to each other. We thought we had the killer but he has an alibi."

Phryne indicated for Jack to take Lily, feeling her get heavy, and she passed him to her, Lily immediately settling over his shoulder.

"What's the alibi?"

"He was visiting his mother and best friend. They both confirmed it."

"Well that's hardly air tight. Both of them could be lying for him."

Hugh shrugged his shoulders. "That's what we thought but we checked with the neighbours and all of them saw him entering the house, well before the murder was committed. They are sure they did not see him leave."

"I see, well-"

She stopped as the children broke into _Happy Birthday_ as Dot encouraged them to do so, placing the cake in the middle of the table.

Twenty children's voices, four adults and a now awake four year old filled up the garden, the chants of _Happy Birthday_ finding themselves amongst the sounds of birds singing, leaves rustling and the sensation of burning skin as the sun beat down on their backs. The familiar song came to an end, and an instant quiet settled over the table as the voices hushed.

Phryne and Jack burst out laughing as Lily, who was now awake and full of energy thanks to her ten minute nap, began shouting out _hooray!_ with both her hands lifting high up into the air. The entire table of children turned to look at her, which did nothing to stop her, she just kept squealing for joy.

Phryne watched as the entire lot of them reluctantly joined in, James grinning widely from ear to ear at the sounds of celebration.

Jack lowered her to the ground and she bolted off towards the table, and running around to James, hugged him tightly before placing a kiss on his cheek.

"What on earth have we done?"

Jack chuckled and bumped Phryne gently with his hip. "Please. She's a miniature you."

"Then we better start teaching her how to pick locks, take her up in my plane, perhaps teach her how to climb a building, and a spot of Russian wouldn't go astray either."

Jack shook his head in amusement and leaning in kissed her on the cheek. "You forgot about your skills with a pistol, and your inability to adhere to any speed limit in your car."

* * *

><p>He opened on eye as he heard her shuffle in the bed once more, and then he gripped the sheet with both hands as she pulled it, trying to take the tiny amount he had in the first place.<p>

"For Christ sake Phryne. Just lie still."

"It's so bloody hot. I'm baking over here. It's April too. Ridiculous!"

"Well tossing and turning in the bed all night is not doing anything to cool you down."

The room went silent once more, the bed no longer moving. He sighed in relief and closed his eyes, waiting for sleep to take him.

"Do you know what Janey and I used to do when it got hot like this?"

He opened his eyes once more, feeling not just frustration at her apparent lack of care that he wanted to sleep, but also surprise at her sudden sharing of her past. She rarely did, and he usually had to coax it out of her. There were still parts of each other they didn't know about, forgotten memories of their childhoods that were either too sacred to say out loud, or seemingly unimportant now. Yet he knew almost all the parts of Phryne's childhood in Collingwood were important. The good, the bad, the happiness and sadness, it had all contributed to her being this incredible swirl of light and energy. The same can be said for anyone of course, everyone's childhood does eventually play itself out, yet with hers, there were things that knocked in her head, memories and lost voices that were so painful, most people would give up and drown but she kept pushing forward. Murder, loss, alcoholism, poverty, all of it seem so far away from their lives now, far away from who she was, and yet it was all still there.

"What did you do?"

He heard her breathe in sharply, and he wasn't sure whether it was from emotion, or just the heat, which was so stifling it seemed to limit the oxygen around them.

"We'd climb out of bed, tip toe down the hallway and lie on the kitchen tiles. Mother kept a very tidy household, the floors were always scrubbed clean so we had no issue doing it. Those cool, hard tiles beneath our backs sent our bodies away from the heat."

He turned over and stared at her. She was almost looking through him, as if she couldn't really see him. He placed a hand on her cheek and rubbed it gently.

"Hey. Don't go too far."

She blinked and her eyes filled with that familiar warmth that was just her. She smiled briefly, before it disappeared from her face.

"In the winter, it was so cold that we would grip onto each other. We shared a bed you see, but even that wasn't enough to make us warm. If Father had just not drank or gambled for one week we may have had extra blankets to see us through it."

He didn't know what to say to that. They always made sure Lily was rugged up like an Eskimo in winter. A wool coat, stockings, gloves, scarf and beret, sometimes even two pairs of stockings if it was cold enough. They knew how fast a cold or any sickness could take a child. They had grown up being exposed to all that, Phryne more than himself. His parents had more money that hers had, yet he seemed to always remember a child just disappearing thanks to an illness that could now be cured with penicillin.

She could see he was thinking of something to say and she reached her hand out and brushed his cheek.

"You don't have to say anything Jack. Just being able to tell you these things is enough."

He nodded slowly and gripping her at her hip, encourage her to shuffle in closer to him. He wrapped his arms around her and ran his fingers up and down her spine, her bare skin which was sticky from sweat still feeling like soft powder beneath his fingertips.

"It's all going to come back now. All those memories. Things I wanted to stay buried."

He stared up at the ceiling and thought of the best way to say this.

"I know. But I'll be here. We'll all be here. And you can't bury your past, pretend it never happened. It's what made you, you."

She breathed in deeply and let the air out slowly, closing her eyes as she did.

"It's much nicer if I do Jack."


	3. Chapter 3

**Thank you to all those who are reading this story. I love reading all your reviews, I am unable to reply to guest reviews but thank you all just the same. I'm afraid this chapter is rather long, I tried to cut it down in places but almost every part of it sets up future chapters. Hope it doesn't drag on!**

* * *

><p><strong>Chapter Three<strong>

Tobias walked into Lily's room and opened her curtains, as was his usual custom in the mornings. He walked over to her bed and sitting down beside her, gently rubbed her cheek.

"Li-ly."

They did this every morning. He would wake her, carry her downstairs and then make her breakfast. She rarely did anything else other than this.

He watched as her eyelids fluttered open and then she rubbed her eyes with her hands.

"Grandpa."

"Good morning darling."

She broke into a big grin and held her arms up and then he leant forward and peeling back the sheets, picked her up, feeling her wrap her legs around his waist, her arms around his neck.

"Did you have a nice sleep?"

"Yes Grandpa. I's had lots of dreams. I's was swimming in the deep blues' sea."

He chuckled at that, rubbing her back as he began to walk down the stairs. "Did you see any whales or fish on your underwater adventure?"

"Fish swam past. And Blinky was in the seas' too."

Tobias stepped off the last step and smiled in amusement. "Why I didn't know koalas lived in the ocean."

"Neither did I's. But I's fink he was visiting friends."

He lowered her into the kitchen chair and nodded in understanding. "Now. Oats or Egg and soldiers?"

"Egg and soldiers! Please Grandpa."

Tobias winked at her and opening the fridge pulled out an egg, placing it in a pot which he filled with water. He realised he was going to have to have a talk with her and now was a good a time as any. He placed the pot on the stove, and turned on the outlet, waiting for the gas to catch and then sat down opposite her at the table.

She was still all cloudy and swollen faced from sleep and she was propping her head up with her hands, her elbows resting on the table. She was staring at him in adoration, her lips forming a soft smile.

"I need to have a talk to you about something."

Lily bit her lip and he could see her thinking carefully about something.

"Don't worry you're not in trouble."

Lily breathed out heavily. "I's was trying to think. But I's been pretty good this week."

Tobias laughed quietly, nodding his head. "Yes you have."

"Apart from when I's stole Mumma's lipstick and painted my own lips. I's looked like a clown. Scary!"

"Let's not mention that."

Lily nodded strongly before dropping her hands to the table and drumming out a quiet rhythm. He reached over and placed his hands over hers to get her to stop.

"I was wondering if you would like to call me B or Mr B when your grandfather is here."

Lily looked at him in confusion, her head tilting to the side. "But you're my Grandpa?"

"Yes but he might get upset if you call me that as well."

Upset at_ her_ was what he was dreading. He knew Henry somewhat well and from that brief encounter a few years ago along with what he had heard from Phryne, he was not exactly a calm, rational person. His temper was unpredictable and while he didn't think he was an inherently bad man, he also knew he was not exactly responsible.

"That's silly."

He supposed it was. There was a lot that was silly about all of this but he knew Henry would not take well to Lily calling him Grandpa.

"Do you think you could do that while he's here?"

Lily bit her lip and looked at him in worry. "Don't you want to be my Grandpa?"

He nodded and smiled. "Of course I do darling. I love you very much-"

He paused as she broke into a huge smile, two rows of baby teeth showing.

"-but I just don't want your Grandfather to get upset."

She shook her head and crossed her arms over her chest. "I's can have free', if Janey can have two Mummas, I's can have free' Grandpas."

Tobias stood up, seeing the water was well and truly past boiling point and sighing heavily, knowing he was not going to convince Lily otherwise, walked over to the stove.

He heard her jump off her chair and then checking to see what she was doing saw her running into the pantry. He realised he should have probably dressed her in her dressing gown and slippers.

"Are you cold?"

Lily shook her head and pulled out the basket under the first shelf. It was Phryne's idea really, and it had been part of Lily's morning routine as soon as she could sit up on her own. It was filled with things to entertain her with, which kept her occupied with things so Phryne and Jack could eat their breakfast in peace, or work on their current case without Lily being demanding of their attention. It was filled with strange things now that Lily was of the age to add things on her own. Most of it made no sense to anyone but Lily. Several sticks, a few rocks, a calendar that had the days marked when Jane came home from University, several books, a few toys and one very worn out looking blanket. It had been Lily's since birth and on cold winter mornings she would choose a book from the basket or a toy and drag the blanket with her, placing it over her legs or cuddle it. It never came out in summer, only in autumn and winter or perhaps a cold, rainy day.

He watched her drag it across the floor, which meant she was cold and had not answered his question truthfully, or perhaps she wasn't listening. She also had a book in her hand, something about a girl who goes on her very first trip to the seaside.

He turned back to the stove, knowing that the egg would be ready by now. He picked up the pot and took it over to the sink, tipping out the water carefully. He walked back over to the cupboard and stared at Lily in amusement doing his best not to laugh.

She was sitting at the table still, reading, or thinking she was, her tiny finger on the page. She had the blanket laying over her head, as if it was a hood from a coat. It crossed over at her neck, a few strands of hair visible around her face. She looked like an Eskimo, her little face poking out of the blanket. It was completely random and something she had never done before and it both amused and baffled him.

"You right there Lily?"

Lily looked up at him and nodded, pointing to the book. "It's so good Grandpa. She's going to swim in the seas' with a whale. And he talks!"

He nodded and smiled, knowing that the story was not even remotely close to being about that. There was most definitely no talking whale.

"Why is the blanket on your head like that?"

Lily shrugged her shoulders and turned the page. "It's a bit cosy Grandpa."

He walked over to her and standing behind her, bent over, wrapping his arms around her neck. He kissed her on the cheek, completely overcome by her sweetness.

"Hungry?"

"Yes."

* * *

><p>He tried to move but he couldn't. He could feel the soft press of the mattress beneath his chest and he slowly opened his eyes, the morning sun still blacked out by the heavy curtains on the windows. He attempted to move once more.<p>

"St-op."

Her voice was muffled with sleep and he couldn't help but laugh at the rather adorable whimper in her tone.

"Phryne. I can't move."

She had this habit, and it was one he experienced early on when they started all this, of using his back as a makeshift mattress. It didn't always happen, sometimes she would sleep neatly on her side of the bed, not wanting to be touched, sometimes she would sprawl across most of it leaving him with hardly any room and sometimes she would curl into him, her head resting on his chest. Then there were times like this, when she lay across his back, the warm press of her skin against his.

"Good. It's too early."

He reached behind him for her hand and gently slid from beneath her, setting her to his side. He rolled over and shuffled onto his back, feeling her rest her head on his chest.

"You're no fun Jack."

He stared down at her and for a brief moment was struck by her beauty. He reached his hand out and tucked the lock of hair, which was currently resting on her cheekbone behind her ear.

"I think I better rescue Mr B from the four year old."

She groaned in annoyance. "Explain to me why we had her again?"

He watched as she opened her eyes as soon as those words left her mouth and she blinked twice.

"I'm going to give you the benefit of the doubt and assume you are still half asleep, and that that was meant to be an attempt at humour."

She cleared her throat and placed her hand on his cheek, tracing his lips with her thumb. "Both correct."

He nodded slowly and smiling at her briefly, peeled back the sheets and stood up from the bed, reaching for his night gown.

She sat up, the sheet falling from her body exposing her naked to the waist. Although they had learnt, rather quickly, that sleeping naked was now somewhat haphazard with a four year old. They had also learnt, rather quickly, that a lock on their door was the greatest invention of all time. They often took advantage of it.

"Are you mad at me?"

He shook his head and tied his dressing gown around his waist. "I'm not angry, I'm just over all that. She's four. She's here. She's not going away now."

She wanted to defend herself, to tell him that she was only joking but those words had been spoken now. Instead she changed the subject.

"Last day before the death bell ringeth."

He chuckled and rolled his eyes, heading towards the door. "Let's do something fun today, take advantage of the freedom. I'm going to rescue Mr B. You keep sleeping."

She smiled and nodded in understanding before flopping back against the bed, staring up at the ceiling. She wondered how everything could still feel and look the same but she herself felt incredibly different. It was as if she felt a disconnect with everything, including herself and she knew it was because they were coming. She pulled back the sheet and stared down at her naked stomach. She breathed in deeply and placed her hand across it, running her fingers back and forth against her skin. She would be slightly showing now, rounded and starting to swell, instead it was flat and taut, empty.

* * *

><p>He opened the front door, and was surprised by the weather. It was still strangely hot, the air being almost weighed down by humidity. He bent over to pick up the newspaper from the doorstep and stopped dead as he saw it.<p>

It was a rat, or it once was a rat. Its skin had been removed, and each organ laid out in perfect order, as if it had been poured out of the body. The head was perfectly cut off, a clean wound with no evidence to suggest an animal had done it, and its tail was also removed in much the same fashion. Whoever had left the rat on his door step had laid the head out first, followed by each organ that would follow it in the body, ending with the tail. It couldn't have been Lily's new kitten, not only was she too young but she also slept inside, in the pantry.

He heard the familiar run of his child and he stood up quickly, and walking into the house, shut the door, not wanting her to see it.

"Daddy!"

He bent over and picked her up, kissing her on the cheek. "Good morning."

"Morning."

He watched as she lifted up her hands and traced the lapels of his dressing gown. "What time is she coming?"

He rolled his eyes and walked through the dining room, making his way to the kitchen. "I already told you fifty times, and once more last night when I put you to bed. Dinner time. We're going out to a restaurant."

Lily nodded in understanding and then smiled at him cheekily. "But what time Daddy?"

"Six o'clock."

He watched as Lily held out five fingers, almost pushing her hand into his face. He turned into the kitchen and greeted Mr Butler before lowering Lily to a chair.

"That's five fingers. You need one more to make six."

She grinned up at him and held out another finger, the five she held out before nowhere in sight. He laughed and encouraged her to hold out five again plus the one she was holding out on her other hand.

"There you go. Six."

He cleared his throat and smiled at Tobias. "Have you been outside this morning?"

"Ah no. Is something wrong?"

Jack breathed in deeply and looked down at Lily, seeing that she was completely absorbed in looking through the newspaper. He dropped his voice to a quiet tone just in case.

"There's a rat on the porch. But it looks like it was left there by a person, on purpose."

"Like a threat of some kind?"

He shrugged his shoulders and looked at Lily as she gasped in joy. "Mumma!"

Jack looked back at the doorway and saw no one and he stared back at Lily in confusion. He saw it then. There on what he could just see was about the fourth page of the paper was a photograph of Phryne. He was in it too but his back was to the camera as he hovered over a body not visible by the camera's lens. It was clearly taken at one of their crime scenes.

"Ah Lily. Can I see that?"

She nodded and grinning up at him, her two rows of baby teeth being exposed to the morning air, handed him the paper.

He quickly read the article, and the more lines he read, the sicker he felt.

"Anything wrong Jack?"

He looked up at Tobias, a man he considered one of his closest friends and handed him the paper. He watched as his face fell as he read through the article.

"They can't be serious?"

"According to that article they are. Just what we need. Phryne's parents are coming tomorrow and now this."

"But you would never do this?"

He wasn't sure what to say to that. The article was about an old case, one he vaguely remembered and one that had ended up in the arrest, and subsequent hanging of the accused killer. Apparently new evidence had been brought to light that suggested the man they sent to the gallows had been innocent. The man's wife had given an interview and was of course, in full agreement that instead of her husband being a murderer, he and Phryne were.

"We've always been so sure we were right. Careful with evidence, and-"

He stopped as Tobias placed a hand on his shoulder. "Don't doubt yourself. This is just one article, it will likely be forgotten by tomorrow."

He smiled at him flatly. He really wanted to believe that but the strange feeling in the pit of his stomach, as well as the rat on the doorstep all made it feel as if that was nothing but wishful thinking.

* * *

><p>Phryne rummaged through her bag and pulled out her sunglasses, placing them on her face. She stared out at the park, watching Lily race back and forth, bending over and picking up the odd thing from the ground. They had come here after they had spent the day buying Lily new shoes and other things she needed. It was not exactly fun for her and so here they were at the park. It was still so hot, and she was sick of it. She rolled her eyes as she tuned back into the conversation, hearing Jack waffle on and on about how much money they had spent.<p>

"Can you just give it a rest?"

"I know we have money but we can't just throw it around like that."

Phryne looked at him in annoyance. "That's not what that was. They were shoes for our child."

He leaned forward and rummaging through the bags pulled out the invoice. "I didn't even know you could spend this much money in that amount of time."

She breathed out deeply through her mouth and focused on Lily in an attempt to calm down the rising urge to start a spectacular fight with her husband. She looked like she was having the time of her life, running back and forth, the odd cartwheel thrown in for good measure. She had really been very well behaved in the two hours they spent buying her shoes and a few other things. There was the odd whinge of course, but she knew when to stop now and she knew she would not get away with it.

"And that jumper and stockings? She has perfectly good ones that are fine for now."

Phryne shook her head strongly. "Two of them have holes in the knees and its winter soon, she'll need extra pairs."

He stared at her then seeing she was doing absolutely everything to stop herself from exploding. He followed her gaze which was a mixture of anger and sadness and saw that she was watching Lily play in the park. She was sitting on the grass now, chatting away to another little girl and laughing. It always amused him how fast children could make friends. Once you became an adult it all became so complicated and difficult.

"Is this because of your childhood?"

She breathed in sharply. She could never ever get anything past him and sometimes it was highly irritating. She would like to keep some things guarded but she never really could with Jack. He could read her like a book.

"I want her well cared for."

Jack slid his hand over the park bench and interlocked his fingers with hers. He stared down at their hands, hers clad in blue silk gloves, his large and strong. They were both so different, yet there were parts of them that were so similar that there was always this natural rhythm to them.

"She is well cared for. Two pairs of shoes today would have meant she had better care than most children in Melbourne. Even one pair."

She stared into his face and breathed in sharply. "I want her to have a new coat every winter, and new shoes when they get slightly too small or worn out. I don't want her to ever be cold or have holes in her stockings. I want her to have everything I never had. I know you don't understand but I have to do this."

He let go of her hand and cupped her cheek, now seeing nothing but vulnerability in those blue eyes of hers. He wanted to ask her something and it had nothing to do with Lily but everything to do with this issue.

"You never had any of those things?"

He hadn't had much either, but his father had a knack for mending the soles of his shoes when they wore through and he always had warm clothes. He never suffered like she had.

"No. I had one coat and then when it became too small, I had mother's old one. They were both so old that they were almost worn away."

Jack felt the anger build slowly. "Were you cold most of the time?"

"Yes. And if my child ever feels like that I will never forgive myself. We have the means to do this, and I want to do it."

He nodded, noticing she was deflecting the conversation, bringing it back to Lily when it was getting closer to her. She hardly ever talked about her childhood and he never pushed her but now, with her father arriving shortly it seemed to bring her past to the surface.

"Why didn't Prudence help?"

She breathed in sharply and then letting go of his hand, stared out at the park once more, her face breaking into a soft smile as she saw Lily laugh loudly and lunge forward, hugging the little girl she was playing with.

"She tried. Father wouldn't let her. And I suspect that any money she gave mother to help in the beginning was taken by father and spent on alcohol or gambled away. She probably just realised it was better to keep it."

He stared up at her in surprise. He knew her childhood was bad, it was rather obvious, yet hearing all of it was something else.

"I don't understand that. It makes no sense to me. I would never put myself before you or Lily and Jane. And if she was cold and hungry I would do anything to change it."

"Yes but you are a beautiful man. My father was a cad, and a damn fool. He threw it all away for nothing. He was drunk throughout most of Janey's short life and I doubt he even remembers her at all."

She felt Jack interlock his fingers with hers and then he brought her hand up to his mouth and kissed the back of it. He stared at her for a moment, their eyes locked and expressing nothing but understanding and love. He watched as her eyes flickered with something, a spark, a flash of fire he wasn't sure but he knew she was about to change the topic of conversation.

"What are we going to do about that article?"

He felt his stomach drop. She always seemed to do this, never really let herself be vulnerable for too long. It didn't upset him because he knew that was just who she was so he accepted it but he wished she would see that it did not take away from her strength.

"It might be nothing. Just an attempt by the widow to draw up sympathy. It's a tabloid style article anyway, nothing too serious."

She knew that was not the case and she could see he didn't believe that either.

* * *

><p>The restaurant was one they all knew well, and after Phryne had subtly told Jane her lipstick was smeared, which would account for her and Tom being twenty minutes late, the wine was flowing and Lily was well and truly in the midst of her spaghetti.<p>

"And what time are they coming?"

Phryne took a sip of her wine and looked at Jane. "Around lunchtime the ship docks."

"Should be fine Phryne. And Lily will get to meet her grandparents."

Phryne noticed out of the corner of her eye a woman eyeing Lily in disgust. She turned to look at her and saw that she was eating spaghetti, her fork held in one hand while her other hand held her porcelain figurine. She was talking to herself as she played, acting out the game and walking it over the tablecloth. She wasn't doing anything wrong, in fact for a four year old to sit quietly at a table surrounded by adult conversation and entertain herself was a good thing.

"Ah yes. I just hope father behaves himself."

Jane smiled at her knowingly, remembering back to the time when Phryne's father had stayed with them. It was a complete disaster, but it had worked out in the end. The whole mess with Phryne going missing and everything else had led him to change within the space of a few days. She often wrote to both of them now, there was no bad blood between them.

The woman who had been eyeing Lily stood up from the table, her husband helping her to do so. She was a small woman, dripping in furs and jewellery, elderly and stout, almost mirroring Aunt P in her body stance and shape.

Phryne knew what was coming, she just wasn't sure how bad it would be.

"Excuse me?"

Phryne pasted a smile on her face. "Yes."

"It's rather unpleasant eating a highly expensive meal with the sounds of your child chatting away while her face is covered in tomato sauce. This is a restaurant not a playground and quite frankly children should be kept away."

Phryne locked eyes with Jack across the table and then turned to see Lily was staring at her in worry, her bottom lip sticking out in sadness. She turned back to the woman and smiled at her sweetly, far too sweetly.

"I am terribly sorry for the interruption to your meal, I can tell it was not the conversation because you two hardly said boo to each other but next time how about you keep your opinions to yourself."

The woman stared at her in shock and then grabbing her husband's walked out of the restaurant.

Phryne turned back to the table to see Jane giggling, Tom doing much the same and Jack lifting his glass to her and then taking a sip. She looked over to Lily and saw she was on the verge of tears and a crying fit in a restaurant would actually be unpleasant and unwanted.

Phryne picked up her serviette and gently wiped Lily's mouth, which to be fair, was covered in tomato sauce. But she was four, and as far as she could tell was being well behaved and quiet.

"Where's my giggling rascal gone?"

Lily stared into her eyes and breathed in sharply. "I's sorry Mumma, if I'm being naughty."

Phryne held Lily's chin gently and shook her head. "Don't listen to that woman. She's an old crank. I'm very proud of you tonight, you've been very good. And I know you'd much rather run around doing handstands. Am I right?"

Lily broke into a smile and nodded. "Yes."

She kissed Lily on the cheek and pointed to her plate. "Keep eating my love and playing."

Lily sighed heavily and turned in her seat, picking up her fork with one hand, her toy in the other. She played for a moment, and then lowered the figurine to the table, staring at her plate. Phryne pushed her chair out slightly and reaching for Lily, pulled her onto her lap. She rubbed her stomach gently and kissed her on the cheek.

"Come on. You're alright."

"I's annoying."

She rolled her eyes, staring at Jack over Lily's head. "No you're not. It's just that some people aren't used to seeing a child at a restaurant and-"

"You said I's was annoying yesterday Mumma. You got cross at mees' because I's wanted cuddles and you shouted it. In my face."

Phryne stared down at Lily as she said that as if it was not as awful as it sounded. She was not a perfect parent, far from it and neither was Jack or Dot or Hugh. All of them made mistakes, whether that was them over doing the discipline or not disciplining enough or just saying something in a moment of frustration that as an adult you were able to let go, but a child took to heart. She looked up and saw Jack staring at her, Jane and Tom doing their best to look terribly interested in the menu they had already ordered from.

"Well we can cuddle now."

Lily looked up at her and smiled, which did nothing but make her feel incredibly guilty. "I's a bit hungry still. Later Mumma."

Phryne nodded and sat further back in her chair as Lily lowered herself off her lap and climbed back up on hers. Lily flashed the entire restaurant, clearly forgetting she was in a dress, and that they were not at home.

She pulled her chair into the table and reached for her wine, taking a sip. Jack was looking at her strangely and for the first time she had no idea what he was thinking.

"What?"

He shook his head and smiled flatly. "Nothing. How's your dinner?"

She could see he was thinking something but she chose to let it go, knowing it would only continue the awkward energy that had suddenly settled at the table.

"Lovely."

* * *

><p>She rested her chin on his chest and stared up at him, tracing his jawline with her fingertips. His chest was damp with sweat and she could see faint red marks across his chest where she had scratched and almost clawed at his skin. It had been almost desperate but slow at the same time, each movement sending her reeling as the sensation kept building.<p>

"I hurt you."

He pulled his head up from the pillow and stared down at his chest. "Hardly."

She drew circles across the red marks, blowing out air across the scratches. She saw him flinch, and he gripped her hand.

"See. I did hurt you."

He rolled them over and then he was hovering above her, staring down at her. She ran her hands up his arms and then wrapped them around his neck. He was looking at her strangely, as if he was thinking a million thoughts yet had no desire to voice them to the universe.

"What?"

He dropped his lips to hers, kissing her slow and deep. She pulled him down to her then, feeling the hard press of his body against hers. He pulled back from her and stared into her eyes.

"I don't want you to be unhappy."

She looked at him in surprise. "I am happy."

"Sometimes I think that all of this is nothing you wanted. Lily, me, us. That second baby. It's all-"

She placed a finger over his lips and smiled at him. "Almost everything in my life has been something I did not ask for. My parents, losing Janey, all that poverty and everything else. I didn't ask for you or Lily or Jane but the three of you are the only things I wish I did ask for."

"Really?"

"Yes. And this body."

She stared down at him cheekily and winked. "Makes me very happy."

He chuckled and then all she could feel was his lips on her skin, sucking, kissing and drowning out everything but him.


	4. Chapter 4

**Chapter Four**

They pulled up behind another parked car, Phryne slowly turning the key in the ignition.

"Of course today of all days it would be pouring with rain. It was baking hot the past few days and now its freezing."

Jack dipped his head and stared out through the windscreen. The sky was dark and angry, the clouds a deep grey. It had been raining since they left the house and there was no sign that it would ease off anytime soon.

"Well, it's Melbourne. We were lucky for those few days of heat in the first place."

A flash of lightening streaked across the sky and Lily gasped as the entire world around her lit up in bright, white light.

"I's wait here."

Jack snorted in laughter and turned around in the front seat. "All by yourself?"

Lily nodded her head strongly before clasping her hands together in nervousness.

"What about when the thunder happens?"

Lily bit her lip in worry and stared out the window. She didn't like the thunder, it was so loud and when it happened she was always sure that that was it. She was a goner. She placed her hands on the collar of her raincoat and shifted it from her neck. She hated wearing this, it wasn't soft like her other clothes but hard and scratchy.

"No Lily. Leave that on. And here-" He leaned back in the car and gesturing for her to shuffle forward, pulled the hood of the raincoat up over her head. He smiled at her softly, the yellow of the rain coat around her face making her look so sweet.

"How about I wait in the car?"

Jack rolled his eyes at Phryne, seeing that she was staring out at the dock where the ship would arrive shortly in nothing but dread.

"We are all going."

"Well I'm not getting out of this car until I see the ship at the dock and the first passengers descend the plank. It's pouring."

Right at that moment, Lily stood up on the seat and tapped Jack on the back of the head.

He turned around and saw her with her arms outstretched. "What now?"

She pointed to the front seat. "I's want to sit with Mumma."

He reached his arms back and placing his hands under her arms, pulled her over the seat. She shuffled closer to Phryne, and stood up on the seat.

"Sit down Lily. No shoes on my leather upholstery."

Lily ignored her and wrapped her arms around Phryne's neck, smooshing their cheeks together.

Phryne sighed heavily and wrapping her arms around Lily squeezed her gently.

"That is lovely. But please sit down."

She plonked down beside her mother in the seat, staring out at the dark sky. "It's like the nights' time. Where's the sun gone?"

Phryne pointed to the clouds. "It's behind the clouds."

"Having a nap?"

Phryne smiled in amusement, before leaning over and kissing Lily on the cheek.

"Something like that."

Phyrne breathed out deeply, working out the best way to broach the next subject. She wanted Lily to form her own opinions about her grandfather, but she also wanted her to be aware of his rather short temper.

"Now Lily."

She looked down and saw that Lily was picking up a strand of hair and placing the end in her mouth, sucking on it as if it was food. She gently pulled it out of her mouth.

"We don't eat our hair. Now please pay attention."

Lily leaned back against the seat and turned her head to look at her mother. "Yes Mumma."

"Phryne." Jack placed his hand on Phryne's shoulder and shook it gently to get her attention. "There's no need for this."

"But I want her to know."

Jack breathed out deeply, working out the best way to say this without offending his wife.

"How about we just play it by ear. You know her, she'll tell us if she's feeling scared or upset."

Lily looked between her parents in confusion. "What's happening Mumma?"

Phryne dragged her eyes from her husband and stared at Lily, noticing she looked worried. They could never get anything past her.

"Nothing Lily. Everything is fine."

Lily pursed her lips together, forming a tiny pout. "Are you fibbing?"

"Lily Jane. Do you not believe your mother?"

She giggled at that before leaning forward and resting her head on Phryne's arm, beaming up at her.

"I's always believe you, you're my Mumma."

Lily lifted up her hand and placed it on her cheek, rubbing it gently. She felt her heart lurch in her chest as Lily's hand pressed into her cheek, the soft skin of her palm brushing against the skin on her own face. She stared at Jack wanting to say something even though it was slightly dramatic.

"Promise me if anything happens she comes first, regardless of whether you think it will affect your relationship with my parents."

"You can't be seriously asking me that?"

She tilted her head to indicate Lily who was back to resting her head against her arm, that tiny hand of hers pressing into her thigh.

"My father is not like anyone she knows. He's impatient, quick tempered and easily offended."

She stopped as Jack reached over and placed his hand over hers which was resting on Lily's leg.

"Stop. You don't have to say this, you know I'll put her first. Perhaps we should have gone back to work. There's so much focus on their arrival. A murder is a lot easier."

Phryne went to answer him but stopped as she saw the ship looming up ahead, pulling into the dock. It was enormous with a ton of people leaning over the railing waving frantically to family members who were anxiously awaiting their arrival.

"There's the ship."

He followed her gaze and saw that the ship was slowly coming into view.

"Do you see it Lily?"

She gasped in surprise and grabbing the dashboard of the Hispano with her hands, shifted closer to the windscreen.

"Woah! It's so big."

"Yes it is."

Lily lifted her hand up and dipped it up and down through the air. "It's coming in on the seas'."

Jack tapped Phryne on the shoulder, who was looking anxiously out the window, oblivious to the present moment and pointed to Lily.

She was sitting forward in the seat, staring at the ship in joy. The raincoat hood was still over her head, and Jack could just make out her profile, one tiny button nose and apple cheeks, with long eyelashes above. Her black hair was out over the raincoat, contrasting against the bright yellow. She was moving her hand up and down through the air, imitating the movement of waves while her mouth made the odd ssshing sound, apparently indicating the sounds of the sea crashing onto the shore.

Phryne turned to Jack and silently mouthed one word.

"Oddball."

Jack bit his lip to stop himself from laughing and nodded his head in agreement.

He tapped Lily on the shoulder and lifting up her hair, tucked it in underneath her raincoat.

"Now. Because it is raining and there will be lots of people I need to you hold my hand at all times. Understood?"

Lily nodded in understanding before staring back at the ship. She gasped and pointed out ahead.

"It's here!"

Phryne leaned forward and took the two umbrellas at her feet, passing one to Jack.

"Now or never."

Phryne opened the driver's door and stepped out, grimacing as the rain hit her skin. She quickly opened her umbrella and shut the door behind her, watching Jack do just the same. She looked around noticing there were hordes and hordes of people all clambering to get to the dock, racing back and forth. The rain and storm that was getting bigger by the second making everything difficult and uncomfortable only adding to the tension in the air.

She gripped onto the umbrella tighter, feeling it shake with the force of the storm and walked around to Jack.

"This is vile."

He rolled his eyes at that before gesturing for her to walk forward. "Well complaining is not going to make it go away, it just makes it worse."

Phryne stared out ahead, watching as she got closer and closer to the ship.

"At least he's getting a grand entrance. Father certainly never does anything by halves."

"Apple doesn't fall far from the tree then."

Right at that moment a surge of people rushed towards the ship, umbrellas bumping umbrellas, shouts and loud voices, as they tried to greet their loved ones as soon as possible and then get out of the weather.

Jack stumbled forward as someone pushed into his back and then he felt the slip of Lily's hand and she was gone.

He stopped dead and turned back, Phryne looking at him in confusion.

"Lily!"

Phryne looked down and saw that Lily was not by Jack's side and then she looked behind them seeing nothing but a giant crowd of people.

"Why didn't you hold on tighter?!"

Jack glared at her before turning around, and reached for her hand as they attempted to push through the crowd, the whole thing feeling like they were treading water. The crowd was moving towards them, while they were trying to get through it.

"Lily!"

Phryne looked down at her feet. "She's tiny Jack. No one will even see her."

Just at that moment, a small gap appeared and Jack could just make out the bright yellow of her raincoat.

"Wait. I see her!" He pushed furthermore, ignoring the angry hisses of the people, Phryne still holding his hand.

"Lily!"

Phryne sighed in relief as she heard her child's wailing. It was so loud, definitely her Lily.

He pushed past a man and ignored his burst of anger.

"Lily!"

She turned around quickly and wailed louder when she saw him. He bent over and picked her up.

"Are you alright?"

She wiped her eyes quickly and lurched forward, hugging him around the neck. "I's couldn't sees' you!"

Phryne breathed out deeply, squeezing Lily's hand gently. "You're alright now."

Lily reached out to her and she took her from Jack, placing her on her hip. She felt Jack's hand at her back gently ushering her through the crowd. It was that kind of rain that fell to the earth on a slope, making umbrellas completely useless. She could feel the rain soak into her coat and she lifted her umbrella higher, making sure Lily was covered.

"There they are."

Phryne followed Jack's gaze to see her father gripping onto the side of the gangway with one hand, and holding onto her mother's arm with the other, assisting her down the precarious bridge.

Lily searched out over the crowds of people but she couldn't see much. "I's can't see."

"Well you'll see the soon enough."

"Phryne!"

She looked up and saw her mother practically running towards her, she closed the distance and then they were hugging tightly. Lily who was still at her hip, gasped in shock, being sandwiched between them.

"Hi mother."

She felt her mother pull back from the hug and then kiss her on the cheek. "I have missed you."

She stared over her shoulder as she saw her father greet Jack warmly. They were shaking hands, her father smiling at Jack and laughing occasionally. He looked happy at least.

Phryne watched as her mother's eyes fell on Lily. No words were spoken, she was just staring at her in nothing but awe and wonder.

"Oh my."

"Mother. This is Lily. Lily. This is your grandmother."

Phryne squeezed her gently and watched as Lily broke into a smile. "Mumma's Mumma?"

Phryne laughed quietly at that. "Yes."

Lily stretched out her arms for Margaret to take her and then Phryne watched as her own mother hugged her child, tears suddenly falling down her cheeks. They didn't say anything, just locked eyes knowingly.

"She is beautiful."

Phryne smiled at her mother before reaching her hand out and rubbing Lily's leg gently.

"Wonderful. You hear that Lily, you'll have even more people fawning all over you."

"Phryne my dear!"

Phryne breathed in sharply at the sound of that voice and turning her head saw her father walk closer to her. She barely had time to respond before she was engulfed in an enormous bear hug.

"Hello father."

She was surprised by his greeting. It was not as if her time with her father was completely devoid of affection. There had been some lovely times, yet there was never any grand displays of love between them. A giant hug like this was unexpected.

She eyed Jack over his shoulder being hugged by her mother. She did her best not to laugh at his expression. It was the first time they were meeting, as strange as that was and it appeared her mother had already been taking in by his Robinson charm.

She felt her father pull back from her and then his face changed, and Phryne knew he had spotted Lily.

Without asking her, saying hello first or breaking the ice, he reached forward and lifted her from Margaret's arms before holding her high above his head, grinning at her.

Jack watched as Lily looked at him in nothing but fearful anxiety. He realised Lily had no idea who this man was, and no doubt taking her from her grandmother's arms and lifting her high into the air was something she was not yet comfortable with.

"Lily. You're alright. This is your Grandfather."

Lily stared back down at him as he lowered her back down through the air, placing her on his hip. She looked into his face and tried to remember from the photographs she had seen.

"Teddy?"

Henry looked at Phryne in confusion

"Yes Lily. He gave you Teddy."

Lily squealed in joy and bending forward kissed Henry on the cheek.

"Fank' you."

Henry burst out laughing and squeezed her gently to him. "You are most welcome my girl."

"He's my bestest one."

"Your bestest?"

"Yes. I's loves' him."

Phryne shivered feeling the wind pick up now and that combined with the rain which was still falling around them did nothing but make her feel incredibly uncomfortable.

"Shall we go back to the car and get out of this rain."

Phryne reached for Jack's hand and guided him forward. "I thought you'd never ask Inspector."

They led the way, hearing Lily chat away at breakneck speed to both her grandparents.

"That went well."

Phryne nodded her head slowly before shrugging her shoulders. "Early days."

* * *

><p>Jack sat down on the lounge, watching Lily chat away to Margaret. She had brought down things from her bedroom to show her grandparents. Her bear, treasure box, her Cat Book and Lily's kitten was currently sitting on Henry's lap, neither party looked too pleased about that.<p>

Aside from the fact that Margaret spoke in similar cadences and phrases to Phryne, they looked so alike in appearance it was astonishing. Phryne's overall spark of mischief that seemed to swirl around her features was inherited from her father perhaps, but her colouring, cheekbones and mouth were all her mothers. Her eyes were her father's too but her grace and elegance which was slightly bohemian and wild came from her mother as well. It was strange seeing it, he had only ever known Phryne on her own, without siblings or parents so her personality, looks and overall energy appeared to be entirely unique to her. It made her seem like some exotic creature from another planet, extraordinary and almost ethereal, of course she would always be like that to him but seeing her alongside her parents made it different somehow.

A loud clap of thunder sounded out and Lily gasped in shock covering her ears with her hands. Margaret rubbed her cheek gently but she bolted over to Jack, forcing herself on his lap.

Phryne looked at Lily in amusement as she buried her head in Jack's chest, as if the thunder was some giant monster looming over the lounge as it stood in the parlour.

"So tell me Jack. How on earth did you manage to get my daughter to let you put that ring on her finger?"

Phryne looked at her mother in shock. "Mother! Is that really necessary?"

Jack watched as Margaret flashed Phryne a look of innocence. It was an expression he often saw on Phryne's face.

"What? It's a legitimate question. Phryne had a whole array of male suitors asking for her hand Jack. Not one of them succeeded."

Jack cleared his throat and dropped the corners of his mouth in amusement. "Oh she did, did she?"

He trailed his hands through Lily's hair as another thunder clap sounded out and she gripped onto him tighter.

"Yes I did and so what if I did?"

He rolled his eyes and winked at her. "Calm down Miss Fisher."

She poked her tongue out at him and he chuckled, both of them just doing what they always did for a moment. Teasing each other, playing, having fun. It was clear neither of them were going to tell Margaret the real reason for their marriage which was hardly romantic and simply a technicality to prevent him losing his job, as well as Jane. If it hadn't been for those they would have been happy to continue "living in sin".

They both looked up, realising they were no longer alone in their home to see Margaret and Henry eyeing them in amusement.

"What?"

Henry broke into a smile. "Nothing my girl. Is this how you two always are?"

Jack went to answer but Lily suddenly sat up and grabbing onto Jack's shoulders, stared behind him, eyeing something with intense interest.

"What?"

Lily lifted her arm and pointed to the parlour window. "Theres' a man out theres'."

Jack looked behind him quickly and saw that there was a man who was clearly a reporter aiming his camera into the parlour. He saw the flash go off and then he stood up, lowering Lily to the chair and smiling briefly at Margaret and Henry, walked into the entrance hall. Phryne was at his heels and he pulled the door open, a flash going off again as the camera went off in their faces.

"Hey!"

The man sneered at him and then made a run down the pathway. Jack raced down the steps and lunged forward, grabbing him by the arm.

"Who the hell are you?"

The man attempted to pull his arm from Jack's grasp. He was a weedy looking fellow, with a heavily waxed moustache sitting above a pair of thin, weak lips.

"Let go of me! I'm a reporter with the Argus."

"Why the hell are you on my property? Taking photographs of my family?"

"I don't have to answer any of your questions."

Jack dragged him to the gate, ripping the camera from his grasp and pulled out the film.

"That's mine!"

Jack passed it to Phryne and shook his head. "Not anymore its not. You're trespassing on my property. Not to mention taking photographs of my child."

He shoved the camera against the man's chest and pointed out to the street. "If you come here again, I will arrest you."

"Make sure you get the paper tomorrow."

Jack watched him walk down the street, jump in a car and after starting it up, sped away clearly breaking the speed limit. He turned to face Phryne and saw her turning the film over in her hand.

"So that article was not just a tabloid piece?"

He looked at her in worry and took the film from her hands. "I'll speak to Hugh about it."

* * *

><p>Henry sat down on the end of the bed as Margaret moved back and forth unpacking their bags and putting pieces of clothing and the like away.<p>

"I can't believe Phryne was not going to let us stay here."

Margaret raised her eyebrows at him and walked over to the second trunk, unclasping the sides. "You saw her face, she's not happy we are staying here."

"So why are we staying here Margaret?"

Margaret looked at him in annoyance. "Because I miss my daughter, I've just met my granddaughter and Jack and I want to be here with them."

"Yes but you know Phryne, she has always known what she wanted and it seems she's crafted this new life here. I think she's worried we'll disrupt it."

Margaret sat down beside her husband and grabbed his hand. "Without all that alcohol darling, you are a rather lovely man. Can you let Phryne see this side of you while we're here?"

"I think she's made up her mind about me Margaret and there's no changing it. I've been a fool with her."

She nodded in agreement. "You're right there. What do you think all that was about with that reporter?"

"No idea. Likely something to do with a murder, or a theft. Our girl certainly hasn't changed one bit."

She leaned into him and kissed him on the cheek. "Lily looks just like her. I adore her already."

"She is a sweet little thing I suppose. I could have done without the cat scratching me on my arm."

Margaret threw her head back and laughed, eyeing him in amusement. "Even the cat is smarter than me."

"Very funny."

There was a soft knock at the door and Margaret stood up from the bed and walking over to it, opened it up seeing Lily beam up at her.

"Well hello there."

Lily pointed to the room behind her and smiled. "Can I's come in?"

Margaret stepped aside and smiled. "Of course darling."

Lily raced up to the bed and catapulted herself on top. Henry stared at Margaret and then burst out laughing.

"Remind you of someone?"

Margaret walked over to the bed and sat down, staring at Lily. She was sitting in the middle of the bed, her legs which were clad in navy stockings slightly chubby with those little feet of hers at the ends. She leaned over and squeezed one, causing Lily to break into giggles and pull it back. She couldn't get over how much she looked like Phryne, and she could even see her Janey in her as well. The small, delicate body and that hair, long to her waist, some of it already spinning into knots was all from her youngest.

"My, you are beautiful."

Lily smiled at her and crawling across the bed, plonked herself on Margaret's lap. She lifted up one of Magaret's arms and placed it over her stomach, before picking up the other and doing the same. Margaret breathed in sharply as she did that and stared at Henry.

"Oh my god."

Henry rolled his eyes and reached into his pocket pulled out his pipe, placing it in his mouth. Margaret eyed him warningly.

"Do not even think about smoking in here and not with Lily."

He sighed in annoyance and placed the pipe in his pocket. "I used to smoke all the time in front of the girls."

"Yes but I'm quite sure Jack will not stand for it."

"I doubt he lets her do much at all."

Margaret tilted her head indicating Lily and silently begged him to shut up.

"Grandpa is going to make his special chocolate cake tonight. I's so excited!"

Margaret looked at Henry in confusion and then stared down at Lily. "Is your father's father coming tonight?"

Lily shook her head and pointed to the room, apparently indicating the house. "My Grandpa. He's been with mees' since I was borns'. His name is B!"

Margaret watched as Henry slowly stood up from the bed, holding the pipe in his hand so firmly that his knuckles were turning white.

"Henry. Calm down."

"Do you mean to tell me that she calls the Butler, Grandpa?"

Margaret kissed Lily on the cheek and set her on the bed, standing up and grabbing Henry by the arm, dragging him over to the window.

"Please don't say anything. If she does, she does. It doesn't mean anything."

He turned back to see Lily lying back on the bed, lifting her legs up high into the air. He turned back to Margaret and glared at her.

"She is my granddaughter not his."

Margaret hissed in frustration, watching him storm out of the room. Lily suddenly sat up on the bed and pointed to the door.

"Grandad's cross."

Margaret shook her head and smiled. "No he's just tired from the ship. Why don't you show me your room, I'd love to see it."

Lily gasped in joy and jumped off the bed, grabbing Margaret's hand and pulling on her arm gently. "I's would loves' too!"

* * *

><p>Jack walked into their bedroom, heading for his wardrobe in search of a jumper but stopped as he realised Phryne was in the bathroom. She was standing in front of the mirror, her top lifted up. She was staring at her body, one hand resting on her stomach.<p>

"Phryne?"

She gasped in surprise and dropped her top, gripping onto the sink. "Can't I go to the bathroom in peace? I can't even use the toilet these days without Lily demanding my attention."

He reeled his head back and looked at her in surprise, walking into the bathroom. "What were you doing?"

"Nothing."

He walked into the bathroom and leaned against the door frame. "Phryne."

She felt her eyes well up and she stared at him, forcing the tears away. She was never one to cry much.

"I'd be showing now."

He closed his eyes as she said that and pulling on her arm, hugged her tightly, closing the door to the bathroom with his shoe in case someone should walk into the bedroom. He breathed in deeply and rubbed her back, letting his chin fall over her head.

"I thought you were doing alright."

"I honestly don't know how to deal with this. Me, actually wishing I was still pregnant."

"I told you. We can try again, we've actually never done that before, it might be fun."

She looked up at him and pushed his chest gently. "Very funny."

"I'm being serious. If you want another baby then we can try for one."

She breathed in sharply and looked up at him, realising she had stained his shirt with mascara. She had no desire to try for another baby but she knew he did. Her Jack would love more babies but she would not. If she happened to fall pregnant again by surprise then she would deal with it, just like she had dealt with falling pregnant with Lily but actively trying was not something she wanted. If anything she actively sought to avoid being pregnant, the only reason she fell with Lily was because they forgot family planning in the moment which had been a near catastrophe at the time.

"I'm not sure I want to do that. I mean, these past couple of weeks have been so full on with Lily."

He chuckled and nodded in agreement, letting his arms fall from her waist as she stepped back, washing her hands and staring at herself in the mirror.

"It's just awful that feeling of being pregnant, actually wanting the baby this time and then I lose it at three months. I never prepared myself for that and I didn't expect to be so upset over it."

"No one can be prepared for that. Just take your time with it."

"And then Lily. She's just so beautiful and lovely really and I was so angry for those nine months. I mean you must remember that."

He brushed his knuckles over the back of her hand. Of course he remembered. They had spent most of those nine months fighting and not speaking, sometimes he had no idea how they were even still married. She had been so angry, so full of resentment and then as if by magic it disappeared as soon as Lily was born.

"I thought you'd let that go."

"I had. I have. It's just-my parents picked the worst time to come here."

He tucked each side of her hair behind her ears, letting his thumbs brush over her cheekbones.

"They certainly did but so far it's going well."

Phryne let her hands fall down his back, holding him at his hips. "They've been here a few hours. Let's not jump the gun Inspector."

She eyed him cheekily and then hoisted herself up onto the vanity, lifted her skirt up over her knees. He smirked at her and leaning to the side, turned the key in the lock, hearing it click into place. He placed his hands on her knees, sliding them up her thighs until they disappeared under her skirt.

She lunged forward then, wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him into a deep, searing kiss.

She heard him moan into her mouth and she wrapped her legs around his backside, pulling him into her.

"Mummaaaa!"

She pulled away from him and sighed in frustration. "I'm in the bathroom Lily. Remember? When I'm in here, this is my time. You wait outside."

"I's can't find Daddy."

He went to answer and Phryne placed a finger on his lips, glaring at him.

"He's downstairs."

"No's he's not Mumma. The funder' is back. I's need him."

Phryne groaned in annoyance and falling back, let her head rest against the mirror. "See what you've done?"

He breathed in deeply, doing his best to compose himself. "She's a baby Phryne. She's meant to be demanding and wanting no one but us."

She lowered herself off the vanity and straightening her skirt, checked her make up in the mirror and then unlocked the door, pulling it open. She went to tell Lily off, to tell her to go and find Mr B or her parents but she was struck dumb when she saw her. She was hugging her bear to her chest, staring up at her in worry those enormous eyes of hers which were all Jack's looking up at her. She was not being naughty, or misbehaved, instead she was just standing there, waiting for them to comfort her.

She bent over and picked Lily up, kissing her repeatedly on the cheek. "You big baby."

Lily gasped in joy as she saw Jack was coming out of the bathroom as well and she lunged forward, Phryne passing her to him. He wrapped his arms over her back and hugged her close to his chest.

"Fank' God your heres' Daddy. The thunder."

Phryne rolled her eyes and pulled the back of Lily's dress down, seeing it had ridden up to her back.

"I'm afraid that even your father is no match for Mother Nature."

"I'm sure I could pack a punch Miss Fisher."

She snorted in laughter and walked towards their door, waiting for him to follow. "You keep telling yourself that Inspector."


	5. Chapter 5

**Chapter Five**

Henry pried open one eye and could tell it was early. Far too early. He wasn't sure what had woken him up and then he heard it.

Sounds of tin bashing together, a child mimicking the sounds of an engine, a horn, someone called Geraldine, wheels on carpet and random, pointless chatter. Not to mention the odd giggle thrown in for good measure.

"Right."

He went to move out of the bed but stopped as he felt Margaret grab his arm.

"Don't even think about it."

"It's bloody early and she woke me up."

Margaret sighed in annoyance and rolled over, glaring at him. "You promised me you wouldn't do this."

"Do what?"

"Be impatient with her. She's a baby and she's playing, it's sweet. Can't you just see it like that?"

He shook his head and stood up from the bed. "I need my sleep."

She sat up in the bed as he walked over to the door. "If you open that door and scold her I will be so mad Henry."

He sighed in annoyance and walked back over to the bed and fell against it, hastily pulling the sheet up over himself.

"Fine then."

Margaret smiled and settled back against the pillows.

"Don't look so pleased with yourself."

A thump sounded against the door, followed by Lily's voice.

"Oh oh! It crashed!"

Margaret laughed quietly and then looked over to see Henry doing the same.

"Crashed against our bloody door."

"Sssh!"

* * *

><p>Two hours later Henry slowly opened one eye and jolted both open in surprise. Lily was standing beside the bed with her head tilted to the side, watching him. She had clearly picked that expression up from Jack and she looked just like him as she did it, showing him that she was as much Jack's daughter as Phryne's. Her face was this delicate combination of both of them, and she looked like a doll, one of those porcelain ones his daughters had always wanted for Christmas. Instead it was never anything much and he wouldn't be surprised if he had forgotten Christmas all together a few times such was his drunkenness in those days.<p>

"Have you been watching us sleep?"

Lily broke into a grin, her tongue poking out between her teeth and for a split second all he could see was Phryne when she was four.

"I's came to wake you. The sun is shining."

Henry nodded in understanding. "So you have been standing there and watching us. You little creep."

"Creep?"

"Afraid so. Your mother was one too."

He broke into a smile and winked at her so she would know he was just playing and he reached his arm out and tickled her stomach. She moved away from him giggling. He had missed that sound. That bright, bell like sound that only children could expel to the universe. It was so full of life, so much promise for anything and everything. He had had these moments with his girls but they were few and far between, most moments in his life at that stage involving saying hello to the bottom of a bottle of cheap grog. Being sober and around a child made him realise how damn foolish he had been and he knew Phryne would likely never forgive him. He had seen it in her eyes when he stood on the dock yesterday morning. She didn't trust him.

"How many cars in your collection? We heard a few had some accidents this morning."

She suddenly turned and bolted out of the room and he shook his head in confusion before rolling onto his back. Margaret began to wake, clutching him around the waist. She was also confusing. A woman who he had fallen for the moment he had seen her. It took some work and some considerable art of persuasion on his part, not just with her but also almost all the staff at the Grand Hotel but he had managed to see her a few times to work his charm. She was far too good for him, that had been clear from the beginning and yet she had chosen him. He had ruined it of course, led her down a long road of disappointments, sadness, grief and loss but there were lots of good times in there too and she was still here, still wanting to hold him. She was still incredibly beautiful, age had not changed her at all, simply made her more interesting to him. Out of their girls, Phryne looked most like her, but she had inherited his eyes and when they fought as father and daughter often do, both of their eyes flickered with the same intensity and spirit.

"Did I hear Lily?"

He kissed her on the forehead as she curled in against him. Time was a strange thing, it was as if with old age all of the tension had gone and instead just the love they had first had for each other was there. They were both passionate people so they still fought and they were spectacular, yet without alcohol and poverty they were a lot less dangerous to both them and their relationship. Or perhaps they had just grown used to each other. He couldn't be sure anymore. They had been through so much together, the loss of a child, that being without the other now was too great a new start to deal with at this age.

"You did. She's just left with no explanation and ah-"

They both lifted their heads up to see Lily walk back into their room, her arms full of toy trucks, cars and one aeroplane. Her hair was a giant bird's nest, which from what Henry could gather after just one night in this house seemed to be the norm. Her face was still slightly puffy and cloudy from sleep and she had on a pair of cat pyjamas which only emphasises how tiny she actually was. She had these little, chubby hands which were attempting to keep all the cars against her chest.

Margaret dropped her voice to a whisper and placed her lips near Henry's ear.

"She is completely and totally beautiful. Our grandbaby Henry."

Henry rested back against the pillow and went to say something sarcastic but staring into Margaret's face he could see nothing but joy and her eyes which were a warm blue were wet with emotion. He placed a quick kiss on her lips.

"Yes."

"Heres' they are." She let them fall to the bed, the sounds of tin clashing together breaking up the early morning atmosphere. Lily looked up and saw that Margaret was awake and she gasped in joy.

She ran over to her side of the bed and lifted her arms up. Margaret lifted her onto the bed and then gasped herself as Lily flopped over her, hugging her tightly.

"Morning Grandma!"

Margaret hugged Lily tightly, placing a kiss on her head. "Good morning Lily."

She had not been around a small child since Janey and she had forgotten how lovely it was to be woken up by a little face like this. They were so happy, even at eight o'clock in the morning.

Lily pulled back from her and shuffled to the middle of the bed and ignoring Henry's whimper of pain pressed her hands into his legs and reached for her aeroplane.

"This is the sucker that made the cars and trucks crash."

Henry burst out laughing at her choice of language and took the aeroplane from her hands as she was holding it out for him to do so.

"Wow. It's a powerful plane. Could fly all the way to England in that one."

Margaret poked him in the ribs and looked at him in amusement. "Where did you get these from Lily?"

Lily hastily wiped the hair out of her face, which was so long Margaret could see when she sat down like this that it reached her hips. The length and texture of it was all from her youngest, Janey had hair like this, but the colour, deep raven black was Phryne's. It was as if her two children were merged into the one child sitting before her on the bed.

"I's got them for birfdays' and Christmas. I's fink they're for boys but Mumma said that's rot and I can do anyfing' as a girl. I's not to listen to it."

Margaret and Henry looked at each other and smiled in amusement. This one was certainly a character. Clearly she had not inherited Janey's shyness, and her spirit which was this bold and slightly offbeat energy was all Phryne.

"That's good advice Lily. I hope she's taught you poker."

Lily tilted her head in confusion. "Pokaaa'?"

Henry raised her eyebrows and clicked his tongue in mock annoyance. "No Fisher goes through life without knowing how to play poker. I'll teach you."

"I'm sure that will go down well with Jack."

Henry picked up one of Lily's toy cars and zoomed it across the bedspread. "I doubt anything goes down well with Jack, unless this one is wrapped up in cotton wool."

"Father?"

"Mumma!"

Phryne opened the door and peered into the room. She could not find Lily anywhere and she suspected she was in here, although never did she imagine the scene before her.

Her four year old, on the bed, while her parents lay against it surrounded by a mount of cars, trucks and an aeroplane.

She bit her lip in amusement and stepped into the room. "Is she annoying you?"

Margaret smiled and shook her head strongly. "Far from it. She's a delight."

Phryne nodded slowly and stared at her parents. It had been so long since she had seen them like this, snuggling in the bed, in fact she could only count a few times that they had been like this. Half the time they were hurling things across the room at each other and Janey and herself would have to duck for cover. Apparently the grey hair on their heads and the lines around their eyes had settled them, turned them into adults for once.

She sat down on the end of the bed and then reeled her head back as Lily threw herself in her arms. She placed several kisses on her cheeks.

"I's missed you so much Mumma."

Phryne looked at her in shock. "Missed me? We were all asleep you rascal. I'm not meant to see you then."

Lily grinned at her and then she lunged forward, kissing her repeatedly on the cheek until she heard Lily burst out laughing. She felt that laugh bounce off the walls and spark some energy in her, which she always needed this damn early in the morning.

She winked at her and hugged her tightly, before noticing her parents were staring at her.

"What?"

Margaret breathed in sharply. "Nothing. Just you're so good with her."

Phryne rolled her eyes and stood up from the bed, placing Lily on her hip. As soon as she was of debut age, her mother had talked non-stop to her about marriage and children, encouraging her to accept dates of almost every eligible young man in London. She had never really had much interest in it, adventure was what she craved. Rene was her first love and then once she'd escaped that all she wanted was pleasure, to own her own body, marriage was like a shackle to her. She could see her mother thought that she had finally "grown up" that her life before Jack had been simply down to immaturity rather than choice and it annoyed her greatly, infuriated her even.

"Alright mother."

Margaret sat up in the bed and smiled. "I didn't mean anything by that darling."

She lowered Lily to the ground and pointed to the bed. "Can you take all of these back to your room please?"

Lily nodded in understanding and began to pick them all up, holding them to her chest. She grinned at Henry, so widely her entire lip curled up baring her gums and baby teeth.

"I's let you play with the plane Grandad."

He looked down and realised he still had it in his hands and he winked at her. "I'll make sure it lands safely."

She giggled and then walked out of the room, her hair swinging back and forth over her back.

"I want to lay out a few ground rules."

Margaret looked up at her daughter in surprise. "Rules?"

She nodded her head, placing her hands on her hips and looking between her father and mother.

Henry forced himself not to laugh. Phryne was standing there in a stance he knew well. She had done it since she was two, her hands on her hips, her chin lifted into the air. If she stomped her foot then he was quite sure he would not be able to contain his laughter.

"First of all. The minute you drink to excess father, you are not staying here."

Henry cleared his throat and felt Margaret slide her hand under the quiltand squeeze his thigh in reassurance.

"I don't do that anymore my girl and I-"

He stopped as Phryne held up her hand.

"I need to say this. This is my house. She is my child and I will not have her world shifted, changed and shattered because you like an entire bottle of whiskey to yourself. No nerve tonic either and if you have to do it then keep it out of her reach, she's four and will likely try it because you have and it will kill her."

Henry cleared his throat. "It won't kill her Phryne perhaps-"

He stopped as she held up her hand and stared at him in annoyance. "It knocks you out for eight hours and you're a man. She's a four year old, don't leave it lying around. And please don't yell, or fight or do anything else you did constantly throughout my childhood."

Before they had a chance to say anything, she was gone. They lay back against the bed and listened as they heard Lily race down the hallway shouting out for Phryne.

"Well that went well."

Margaret breathed in deeply, realising just how complicated all of this was. "Just give her time. There's more to this surely, she's different, sombre or something."

"I know I've been a terrible husband and irresponsible father but I don't want to be anymore. And I don't think I have been for a long time."

Margaret reached for his hand and squeezed it gently. "Those memories are not going to just disappear Henry. And you have been a damn fool, a stupid, selfish fool."

"Why did you stay?"

She shrugged her shoulders and pulling the quilt off her stepped out of bed, reaching for her gown.

"I'm a damn fool too."

She smiled at him softly and he felt himself relax, knowing that was the truth but they were words which rested over her love for him. Their love for each other, which for better or worse had stood firm against everything life had thrown at it.

* * *

><p>"They can't do this!"<p>

Jack sighed heavily, peering out over the beach as he sat with Phryne in a chair, reading the paper intensely.

"They've mentioned Lily by her full name and printed a photograph of us with her. How the hell did they get this photograph?"

She brought the newspaper up closer to her face, trying to work out how the Argus would have found this. Lily was standing in front of them, posing for the photograph, meaning it was not a shot taken of her from a distance. Everything about her that was distinguishable was visible, her face shape, her long hair.

"It's from that day we went with Hugh and Dot to Luna Park with the children and that famous clown from New York was there. All the papers were documenting the event, including the Argus. They must have taken her photograph."

"But can't we stop this? She's our child and her face is being shown."

"Hugh said there's nothing much we can do. The Argus own the photograph so they can do as they please with it."

She growled in annoyance and pointed to the rest of the article. "What about the accusations?"

Jack shrugged his shoulders. "The Chief Commissioner is apparently not worried about it but he is looking into it, he has too by law. There's nothing we can do, we just have to wait."

Phryne looked up from the paper to check on Lily. She was currently pointing to the sand and grinning up at her parents as they helped her look for shells.

"You alright?"

Phryne looked back at him in surprise and nodded. "To think I was worried about my parents with her and instead I have this to worry about."

"It never ends." He eyed her in amusement and then tilted his head, indicating Lily and her parents. "It's going well so far though."

"Yes. It's strange seeing him like this. The way he is with her is how he was with Janey and I when he wasn't drinking or unhappy. I can count those moments on one hand."

He sighed heavy and shook his head in confusion. "See that I don't get. I like a drink to wind down after work but drinking to oblivion is not anything I desire."

She looked at him in amusement. "So that time you drank yourself into a state after my imaginary car accident was just a one off. You must have done that before, to cope with things."

"I used to do it to cope with the War, yes. Or any serious trauma but I have no desire to do that with Lily being here."

She brushed her gloved hand across his cheek. "Was it really that traumatising? That car accident?"

He breathed in sharply and turned his head to see her. "Yes."

She closed her eyes briefly and placing both hands on either side of his face kissed him. His lips tasted slightly salty from the sea air.

"I'm still not sure whether it was because I thought I had lost you for good or because I realised I was in love with you and you had no feelings for me. And it would likely never work out, we both wanted different things."

She placed a feather light kiss on his jawline. "I was in love with you I think, I just hadn't realised it yet and we have worked it out. It's been hard but nothing that matters is easy, there were compromises for both of us but we're fine now."

He kissed her on her cheek and nodded in agreement. "I never thought we would have this you know. You, me."

"Lily."

He laughed and stared at her. "Well I don't think either of us thought she would happen. But I just thought we would never get to this place."

She reached for his hand and squeezed it gently, staring out at the beach and watching Lily as she ran away squealing from a tiny wave.

"My freedom was never really tied to those men Jack. In fact, that somewhat defeats the purpose of it. No man can give me my freedom, or many men-"

She looked at him in sympathy as he whimpered at that thought.

"-Only I can do that. After Rene, it was so liberating to realise I owned by own body. Sex was when I chose to have it, not the other way around."

She paused as she felt him breathe in sharply as she mentioned Rene's name. She rarely talked about him but Jack knew all about him now and she squeezed his hand gently to get him to relax.

"I just want to be me, do all the things I want for myself, work, live, enjoy life the way I enjoy life without any man dictating how I do it. I'd never met any man who understood that about me, until you came along."

He broken into a big grin, his nose crinkling with the action. "And what is it like just having one man Miss Fisher?"

She shrugged her shoulders. "I'll admit it. I thought I would be bored, that I would need more."

He suddenly looked at her in worry and she placed her hand on his cheek, rubbing it gently.

"But you are so much more than all of that. And the things you do to me, when it's just us, leave me wanting to scream no one's name but yours Jack Robinson."

He cleared his throat quickly seeing her parents walking towards them with Lily bounding up on ahead.

"Jesus Phryne."

He stood up as Henry was suddenly standing before him. He could hear Phryne giggling on the seat and he pasted what he hoped was a plain expression on his face.

"Good walk on the beach?"

Henry looked at his daughter who was in hysterics and his son-in-law and rolled his eyes. "Don't look so scared Jack. And it was very pleasant, thank you."

"Mumma! I's found all these shells!"

Phryne peered into Lily's hands which were covered in sand and dirt and saw about ten shells held in her hands.

"Very pretty Lily. Which one's your favourite?"

Lily eyed them all intensely and then carefully shifting the pile to one hand pulled out a white one that resembled a snail's shell.

"This one."

"Just like a snail."

Lily gasped in surprise and nodded in agreement. "You're right Mumma."

* * *

><p>Henry watched from the parlour as Mr Butler laid the placements on the table. Lily was talking to him at breakneck speed following him around the table and helping him.<p>

"Henry dear?"

"Hmmm."

Margaret poked him in the arm, sighing in annoyance. "I asked you when you wanted to meet up with the Harrington's."

"Whenever you think Margaret."

Margaret followed his gaze and saw that he was watching Mr Butler and Lily.

"Jealousy doesn't suit you Henry."

He turned to face her. "I'm not jealous but she's my granddaughter not his."

"You heard what Phryne said. She's been with him from the first day she was brought back from the hospital. Of course they are going to be close."

"Yes but I could have done without hearing her calling him Grandpa."

Margaret rolled her eyes and placed her magazine on the coffee table. "Your Grandad, he's Grandpa. Just deal with it."

Henry watched as Lily held up her arms and Mr Butler bent over. She placed both of her hands on either side of his face and gave him an enormous kiss on his cheek. He decided he was jealous and to hell with trying to be an adult about the entire thing.

He stood up from the lounge ignoring Margaret's look of confusion and walked into the dining room. He just caught the end of the conversation.

"And then I's fought' to myself, I's might like that, so I ate it."

Mr Butler looked down at Lily in surprise before pulling a grimace face. "And?"

Lily broke into laughter, it was so loud he could see Mr Butler biting his lip in order to not laugh at her in amusement.

"It tasted really bad Grandpa. Nothing likes' I thought."

Henry cleared his throat and Mr Butler immediately straightened his back, returning his posture to one of formality.

"What did you eat Lily?"

Lily looked up and smiled at him. "I's ate a sunflower."

She shook her head in disappointment.

"It did not taste like the sun Grandad. No Sir-ee."

He looked at her in amusement, feeling his own eyebrows creep up his forehead. "You ate a sunflower?"

"Yes Grandad."

She placed the final placemat on the table and lifted her arms up to Mr Butler. "Cuddles?"

Mr Butler cleared his throat and locked eyes with Henry, seeing nothing but steely anger. He bent over and held her hands gently in his.

"I have to finish serving up the dinner Lily."

Lily held his hand in hers. "I's help you!"

He gently unlatched her hand from his, doing his best not to stare into her face which was staring back at him with nothing but total confusion at his sudden dismissal of her.

"Why don't you show your Grandfather your Cat Book?"

She looked up at Henry and then back at Mr B and stepping forward clutching onto his leg. "I's want to stay wif' you."

He sighed heavily and closing his eyes briefly unwrapped her arms from his leg and without looking at her again, turned and walked to the kitchen. It broke his heart but he did not want to interfere with Mr Fisher's interactions with his granddaughter, he could see his close relationship with Lily was already starting to bother Phryne's father.

Lily clutched onto the edge of the table and watched him leave feeling sick in her stomach.

"What's this Cat Book?"

She looked up at him and breathed out deeply, tracing the pattern in the tablecloth with her index finger. She didn't know her Grandad very well, he had only been here for a day.

"Where's Mumma?"

Henry sighed heavily seeing Lily get more nervous by the minute. She suddenly shifted all her wait onto one leg, her other one turning in at her hip.

"She's gone to pick up her dress."

She bit her lip in worry and clutched at her hands nervously, a trait he recognised as being inherited from his wife.

"I'd really like to see this Cat Book Lily?"

"Where's Daddy?"

Henry smiled at her and pointed to the front door. "Watering the garden."

Lily bolted out of the dining room and placing her hand on the front doorhandle opened it up before turning back to him.

"I's show you my cats soon Grandad."

He watched her run down the stairs and race through the grass before catapulting herself against the back of Jack's legs. He stumbled forward and then turned around and sprayed the hose at her. She roared in laughter and then Jack bent over kissing her on the forehead.

"We've only been here a day Henry."

He turned around and saw his wife standing against the doorframe of the parlour. He turned back and pointed out to the front garden. Lily was now skipping around the garden and talking to Jack at the same time. The odd echo of laughter reaching the entrance hall.

"He's so good with her."

Margaret stepped forward and peered over Henry's shoulder. "Yes he is. They are joined at the hip."

She smiled as she saw Lily pick a flower and hold it out for Jack. He took it from her and smelt it before wetting her with the hose once more. She roared with laughter and attempted to jump away from the water. She could tell her husband was getting depressed over the entire situation. He always wanted everything how he hoped it would be, regardless of whether that was possible. That was what led him to be constantly disappointed. He never let things be, he always tried to manipulate the reality to the fantasy in his head. She knew that was why he was always jumping from one scheme to the next, gambling and doing something stupid, rather than sticking with a job or something that would provide him with a steadiness. He lived for change and adventure, much like Phryne did.

"Henry. You can't force a four year old to interact with you. I think that is the only age in life when you are only completely honest. Just give her time."

"I've made a right mess of my life Margaret. You and Phryne. Janey. All of it. If we hadn't inherited all that money who knows what would have happened. It scares me to think about what would have happened to Phryne."

Margaret placed her hand over Henry's which was holding the door and gently closed it, seeing that staring at Jack as a father was doing him no good. She placed her hand on his shoulder and forced him to turn and face her.

"I have spent my entire life working around your stupid, foolish and selfish ways. Trying to make Phryne's life and Janey's before she left us, as pleasant as possible. I am sick of trying and being the only one in our corner."

He reached for her hand and gripped it. "What are you talking about? I'm with you now. I'm here."

"I can see you slipping back into those dark moods again. We've been back in Melbourne for one day and already the old Henry is creeping back in."

He went to speak but stopped as he heard Lily from outside scream in joy for Phryne, the sound of a car driving up the driveway soon following.

"Let's just enjoy the night."

Margaret brushed his cheek with the back of her hand. "Please don't push Lily. She's four and you'll upset her. I'm not sure what I'll do if you upset our granddaughter Henry."

He thought of something to say but he had no words. He was an expert in messing things up, only this time he hoped to set things right. He hoped Phryne would give him that chance.


End file.
